2 6 


Then lee vs take a ceremonious leauc 
And louing farwell of our feuerall friends. 

^i^r.The Appealant in all duty greets your Highncs, 
And craues to kiffe vour hand, and cake his leaue. 

T{ich. We will defeend, and fold him in our armes. 
Cofin of Herford, as thy caufe is iuft. 

So be thy fortune in this Royall fight: 

Farewell, my blood, which ifto day thou fhead. 

Lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead. 

*21x11. Oh let no noble eye prophane a tcarc 
For me, if I be gor’d with cjll owbrayes (pearc ; 

As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. 

My louing Lord, I take my leauc of you. 

Of you (my Noble Cohn) Lord Aumerle; 

Not ficke, although I haue to do with death, 

But luftie, yong, and checrely drawing breath. 

Loe, as at Englifh Feafts, fo I regrecte 
The daintieft laft, to make the end mod fweer. 

Oh thou the earthy author of my blood, 

Whofe youthfull fpirit in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold rigor liftmee vp 
To reach at victory aboue my head, 

Addc proofe vnto mine Armour with thy prayres, 

And with thy blefsings fR-elc my Lances poinc, 

That it may enter Mowbrayes waxen Coate, 

And furnifh new the name of lohnaGaant, 

Euen in the lufty hauiour of his fonne. 

Gaunt .Heaucn in thy good caufe make thee profp’rous 
Be fwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowcs doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske 
Of thy amaz'd pernicious enemy. 

Rouze vp thy youthfull blood, be valiantjand Hue. 

But. Mine innocence, and S .George to thriuc. 

Mow. How euer heauen or fortune caft my lot,* 
There liues, or dies, true to Kings Richards Throne, 

A loyall, iuft, and vprighc Gentleman: 

Ncuer did Captiuc with a freer heart, 

Caft offhis chaines of bondage, and embrace 
His golden vneontrourd enfranchifement. 

More then my dancing foulc doth celebrate 
This Feaft of 33ttell, with mine Aducrfaric. 

Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Pecres, 

Take from my mouth, the wifli of happy yeares* 

As gentle, and as iocond,as to left, 

Go I to fight: Truth, hath a quiet breft. 

Rich . Farewell, my Lord, fecurely I efpy 
Vcrtuc with Valour, couched in thine eye: 

Order the triallMarfhall, and begin. 

UWar. Harr to of Her ford , Lane after, and Derby 9 
Receiue thy Launcc, and heauen defend thy right. 

Bui. Strong as a towre in hope, I cry Amen. 

Afar. Go beare this Lance to Thomas D. of Norfolke. 

i.Har . Harry of Herford } Lancaftcr y and Derbie , 

| Stands hecre for God, his Soucraigne, and himfclfe, 

On paine to be found falfe,and recreant, 

To proue the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Afowbray t 
A Traitor to his God, his King, and him. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight.' 

2. Har. Here ftandeth Tho'Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 
On paine to be found falfe and recreanc. 

Both to defend himfclfe, and to approue 
Henry of Herford , Lancafter } and Derby , 

To God,his Soucraigne, and to him difloyall: 
Couragioufly,and wich a free defire 


The life and d eath ofRjichardthefecond. 


Attending but the fignall to begin. ^ > 

Mar. Sound Trumpets,and fetforward r ^ 
Stay, the King hath throwne his Warder b,t »% 

Rich. Let them lay by their Helmets StriT 0 '' 

And both returnc backe to their Chaires • r Wt. 
Withdraw with vs, and let the Trumpet* r 
While we returnc thefe Dukes wlyit we de° Un ^’ 

A long Flounjh. Crec * 

Draw nccre and lift 

What with our Councell we haue done. 

For that our kingdomes earth ftiould not bo r 
With that deere blood which it hath foRerelj 
And for our eyes do hate the dire afpeft * 

Ot ciuill wounds plowgh’d vp with neiphb ftrt r 
Which fo rouz’d vp withboyftrous vntun'dd 
With harfh refounding Trumpets dreadful 5 rUmmcs i 
And grating fliocke ofwrathfull yron Armes ^ 
Might from our quiet Confines fright faire p* 

And make vs wade cuen in our kind°reds blood?*’ 
Therefore, we banifh you our Territories. 1 
You Colin Herford, vpon paine of death 
Till twice fiue Summers haue enrich’d our field 
Shall not regreet our faire dominions, ** 

But treadc the flrangcr pathes of banifhment 

btil. Your will be done: This nmft my comfort 

That Sun that warmes you hecre, fliall £hine on 2 
And thofc his golden beames to you hecre lent ' 
Shall point on me, and gild my banilhroenr. ’ 

Rich. Norfolke : for thee remaines a heauitt donrf, 
Which I with fome vnwiliingnelTe pronounce, 

The flye flow houres fliall not determinate 
The dateleffe limit of thy deere exile: 

The hopelefle word, ofNeuer to retume. 

Breath I againft thee, vpon paine of life. 

THorv. A heauy fentence, my moft Soucraigne Lice; 
And all vnlook'd for from your Highnefl'e mouth: * ’ 
A deerer merit, not fo deepe a maime. 

As to be caft forth in the common ayte 
Haue I deferued at your Highnefl’e hands. 

The Language I haue Jearn’d thefe forty yeares 
(My natiue Englifli) now I muft forgo, 

And now my tongues vie is to me no more, 

Then an vnftringcd Vyall, or a Harpe, 

Or like a cunning Inftrumenc cas’d vp, 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tt*ne the harmony. 

Within my mouth you haue engaoj’d my tongue, 
Doubly percullift with my teeth and lippes. 

And dull, vnteeling, barren ignorance, 

Is made my Gaoler to attend on me : 

I am too old to fawne vpon a Nurfc, 

Too farre in yceres to be a pupill now : 

What is thy lenience then, bm fpeechlelfe death, 
Which robs my tongue from breathing natiue breath! 

Rtch, It boots thee not to be compafsionate, 

After our fentence, plaining comes too late. 

(JWiw. Then thus I turne me from my countries light 
To dwell in folcmne fhadcs of endleffe night. 

Ric. Returnc againe, and take an oath with thee, 
Lay on our Royall iword, your baniflit hands; 

Swearc by the duty that you owe to heauen 
(Our part therein we banifli with your fellies) 

To keepe the Oath that we adminifter: 

You ueuer fhall (fo helpe you Truth, and Heaueo) 
Embrace each others loue in banilhment. 

Nor euer looke vpon each others face. 
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-•-iTiTrite re»reete, or reconcile 

This towring tempeft of your home-bred hate, 

It .euer by aduifedpurpofemeete, 
i 0[ contriue, or complot any ill, 

T° P v« our State, out Subiedb, or our Land. 

'But I fweate. 

1/«r. And I, to keepe all this. 

Z, Norfolke, lo fare, as to mine encmie, 

Rv this time (bad the King permitted vs) 

A f olir foules had wandred m the ayre, 
r' nifh’d this firailc fepulchre of our'flefli, 

4;noW our flefh is banilh’d from this; Land, 
r feffe thy Treafons, ere thou flye this Realme, 
cince thou haft farre to go, beare not along 
The dogging burthen ot a guilty foule. 

Mv* N°• lfeUc,? 1 vvcrc Traitor, 

Mv name be blotted from the booke ofLife, 

And 1 from heauen baniftVd,as from hence : 

But what thou art, heauen, thou, and i do know. 

And all too foonc (I fcare) the King (hall rue. 

Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ftray, 

Saiicbacke to England, all the worlds my way. SxiU 
Rich. Vncle, eucn in the glaflcs ofthinc eyes 
I fee thy greeued heart: thy fad afpeft, 

Hath from the number of his bamfh’d yeares 
pluck’d foure away: Six frozen Winters fpent, 

Returnc with welcome home, from baniflvnent; 

Rul. How long a time lyes in one little word : 

Foure lagging Winters, and foure wanton fprings 
End in a word, fnch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt* I thanke my Liege, that in regard of me 
He fhortens foure yeares of my fonnes exile : 

But little vantage fhall I reape thereby. 

For eie the fixe yeares that he hath tofpend 

Can change their Moones, and bring their times about. 

My oyle-dridc Lampe, and time-bcwafted light 

Shall be extinft with age, and endleffe night: 

My inch ofTapcr, will be burnt, and done, 

And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne. 

Rich. Why Vnde, thou haft many yecres to liue« 
Gaunt. But not a minute (King) that thou canft giue; 
Shorcenmy dayes thou canft with fudden forow, 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow : 

Thou canft heipe time to furrow me with age, 

Sut (top no wrinkle in his pilgrimage: 

Thy word is currant with him, for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

Ric. Thy fonne is banifh’d vpon good aduice. 

Whereto thy tongue a party-verdift gaue, 

Why at our Iuftice feem'ft thou then to lo wre ? 

Gau. Things fweet to taft, proue in digeftionfowre: 
You vrg’d me as kludge, but I had rather * 
you would haue bid me argue like a Father. 

Alas, I look’d when fome of you fhould fay, 

I was too ftrift to make mine ownc away: 

Butyou gaue leaue to my vnwilling tong, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

Riih % Cofine farewell; and Vnde bid him fo : 

Six yeares we banifh him, and he fhall go. Exit. 

Flourifh . 

Ah* Cofine farewell: what prefence muft not know 
horn where you do remaine, let paper fhow. 

Mar. My Lord, no leauc take T, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

i Gaunt.Oh to what purpofc doftthou hord thy words, 

1 hat thou teturnft no greeting to thy friends ? 


L Hull. I haue too few to take my leauc of you, 

* When the tongues office Ihould be prodigall, 

To breath th’abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gau. Thy greefe is but thy abfencc for a time. 

Ball. Ioy abfenr, greefe is prefent for chat time. 

Gau. What is fixe Winters, they are quitkely gone S 
Bui. To men in ioy, but greefe makes one houre ten. 
Gau. Call it a traucll that thou tak'ft for plcafure. 
*Bul . My heart will figh, when I mifcall it fo, 

Which findes it an inforced Pilgrimage. 

Gau. The fullen paflage of thy weary fteppes 
Efteemc a foyle, wherein thou art to fee 
The precious lewcll of thy home rcturne.f 
*BuL Oli who can hold 3 fire in his hand 
By thinking on the froftic Caucaftts ? 

Orcloy the hungry edge of appetite, .<• 

by bare imagination of a Feaft? 

Or Wallow naked in December fnow 
by thinking on fantnftickc fummers heate ? 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
Giues but the greacer feeling to the worfe: 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth euer ranckle more, : 

Then when it bites, but lanceth not the fore. 

<7d*.Come,come(my fon) Jle bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth, and caufe, 1 would not ftay. 

#«/.Thcn Englands ground farewell: fweet foil adieu. 
My Mother, and my Nurfe, which bearcs me yet: 

Where ere I wander, boaft of this I C3n, 

Though banifh’d, yet a truc-bornc Englifhman. 


Scoena Quarta. 


Enter King, Aunterle,Greene } andBagot . 

Rich. We did obferue. Cofine Anmerle, 

How fat brought you high Herford on his way ?j 
Aunt. I brought high Herford (if you call him fo) 
but to the next high way,and there I left him. 

Rich. And fay, what ftore of parting tears were (hed^ 
Aum . Faith none for me: except the Northeaft wind 
Which then grew bitterly againft our face, 

Awak’d the fleepie rhewme,and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

Rich .What faid our Cofin when you parted with him ? 
Ah. Farewell: and for my hart difdamed^ my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit opprefsion offuch greefe. 

That word feem'd buried in my forrowes graue. 

Marry,would the word Farwell,haue lengthen'd h<}ure$, 
And added yeeres to his (hort banifhment. 

He fhould haue had a volume of Farwcls i 
but fince it would not, he had none of me. 

Rich . He is our Cofin (Cofin) but’tis doubt, 

When time fhaltcall him home from banifhment. 
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends. 

Our felfe, and Bujhy : heere Bagot and Greene 
Obferu’d his Courtfhip to the common people: 

How he did feeme to diue into their hearts, 

With humble,and familiat courtcfic. 

What rcuercnce he did throw away on flaues; 

Wooing poore Crafcef-mcn, with the craft of foules, 
And patient vnder-bearing of his Fortune, 

As’twerc to banifh their affedls with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an Oyfter-wcnch, 
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